BLOOD WEDDING
LEONARDO:
Hush, I said!
BRIDE:
With your teeth, with your hands, anyway you can,
take from my clean throat
the metal of this chain,
and let me live forgotten
back there in my house in the ground.
And if you don't want to kill me
as you would kill a tiny snake,
set in my hands, a bride's hands,
the barrel of your shotgun.
Oh, what lamenting, what fire,
sweeps upward through my head!
What glass splinters are stuck in my tongue!
LEONARDO:
We've taken the step now; hush!
because they're close behind us,
and I must take you with me.
BRIDE:
Then it must be by force!
LEONARDO:
By force? Who was it first
went down the stairway?
BRIDE:
I went down it.
LEONARDO:
And who was it put
a new bridle on the horse?
BRIDE:
I myself did it. It's true.
LEONARDO:
And whose were the hands
strapped spurs to my boots?
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